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lightly over both their heads as if he had been referring to *
famine in China.
Twice on their walk through the town, from Benedict Street to
Chilkwell Street, Mr. Evans was on the point of leaving them and
going back to his shop. When they passed the Vicarage gate in
Silver Street, Sam was on the verge of bidding them good-bye.
It was one of those occasions when a casual group of people
seems held together by some invisible bond, contrary to the in-
dividual desire of every person composing the group. The dreamy
passivity of both Mr. Evans and Sam was partly due to the fact
that their own fate seemed to them to be hanging in the balance.
Sam retained an obstinate clutch upon the edition of Saint Au-
gustine which he had borrowed. This he could sweep into the
master-current of his feelings more easily than any vague purpose
of John Crow's in Tor Field.
Mr. Evans was able to get rid of every embodiment of his dark
temptation, except one single passage in "The Unpardonable
Sin/' which some supernaturally crafty devil might have com-
posed especially to devastate and overwhelm him. Certain images
called up by this particular passage were so seductive that his
knees grew weak as he thought of them. The worst of these images
had to do with a killing blow delivered by an iron bar.
The three men had reached the Abbey Barn at the corner of
Bere Lane when things came to the worst with Mr. Evans.
The wild and desperate thought seized him ... as it had done
only once before since he came to Glastonbury . . . "Why not
fling away every scruple?"
His mind seemed at that second absolutely balanced on a taut
and twanging wire between two terrible eternities, an eternity of
wilful horror, and an eternity of bleached, arid futility, devoid of
all life-sap. He could feel the path to the horror, shivering with
deadly phosphorescent sweetness. He could feel the path to the
renunciation filling his nostrils with acrid dust, parching his
naked feet, withering every human sensation till it was hollow as
the shard of a dead beetle! The nature of his temptation was such
that it had nothing to redeem it. Such abominable wickedness
came straight out of the evil in the heart of the First Cause,
travelled through the interlunar spaces, and entered the particular